tl3        THE MEMOIRS  OF JACQUES  CASANOVA
The good Momolo told them they had done quite right,
and placed chairs for them between my brother and myself.
I looked at Maria and saw that she was charming.
Every one began to eat; the polenta was excellent, the
cutlets delicious, the ham perfect. In less than an hour the
table was cleared. We began to talk about the lottery; the
girls had all a small share in some number. Mariuccia said if
she had anything to risk she would put it on number twenty-
seven.
cHere are forty crowns/ said I to Momolo; 'put twenty
on twenty-seven in five parts, which I will present to the
young ladies, and put twenty on one part, which I will keep
for myself.*
I shook hands on leaving with my pretty neighbour, and
from that moment I knew what would happen.
My brother told me on the way home that, unless I was
as rich as Croesus, I must be quite mad. I said I was neither
one nor the other, but that Mariuccia was lovely, and he
agreed.
I supped with the painter Mengs next day. He had a
iister living with him, who was violently in love with my
brother. She was good and full of talent, but very ugly, so
he did not reciprocate. Mengs5 wife was pretty, a good
mother, and devoted to her husband, though he was any-
thing but amiable. He was obstinate and cruel, and when
he dined at home, never left the table sober. Away from
home he drank nothing but water. His wife posed for all
his nude figures. When I asked her once how she could
undertake such hard work, she answered that her confessor
had imposed it on her as a dutyj cfor,? he said, 'if your
husband had another woman as model, who knows what
might happen, and the sin would lie at your door/
The next day I went again to pay my court to the Pope.
cThe Venetian ambassador tells me,' he said, 'that you
must present yourself to the secretary of the Tribunal if
you want to return to your country/
cHoly Father, I am prepared to do so, if your Holiness